A   TALE    OF    A    GLOVE

" I warrant/' Tibbie Birse said one day in
my hearing, " 'at there's some leddy in
London he's thinkin' o'. Ay, he's been a guid
laddie to ye, but i* the coorse o* nature he'll be
settlin* dune soon/1

Jess did not answer, but she was a picture
of woe.

" Yer lettin' what Tibbie Birse said lie on
yer mind/' Leeby remarked, when Tibbie
was gone, " What can it maiter what she
thinks ? "

" I canna help it, Leeby/' said Jess. " Na,
an* I canna bear to think o* Jamie bein' inairit.
It would lay me low to loss my laddie. No
yet, no yet."

" But* mother/' said Leeby, quoting
from the minister at weddings, " ye wouldna
be lossin' a son, but jtiist gainin' a
dochter/'

" Dinna haver, Leeby/' answered Jess, " I
want nane o* thae dochters; na, na/1

This talk took place while we were still
a-waiting Jamie's coming. He had only
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